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EDUCATE AWOMAN AND..

Editors' Note
In 1970 America has heard and
witnessed widespread public discussion
of the place of women in our
society—what it is, and what it should
be. There have been books, magazine
articles, resolutions, manifestos, picket
lines and publicity stunts. T h e argument
has involved the education and training
of women for working careers. It has

BY LESLIE BRUNI

led in Some places to a critical
examination of hiring, salary and
promotion policies. It has gone into the
role of the modern American woman
as wife, mother and homemaker. It has
extended to questions of morality,
equality and the choice of life styles.
Among the many points of
discussion, one of the most persistent
is the argument over the choice that
the college-educated woman faces: to
be a fulltime wife-mother-homemaker
or to hold a job outside the home.
Frequently the issue has been put
falsely (in the opinion of H&S Reports)
as an either-or choice, on the assumption
that a college education is "wasted" on
a woman who stays home, whereas a
woman working outside is contributing
to society.

Last winter Leslie Bruni, wife of
H&S New York Office partner Frank
Bruni, wrote her views on this
controversial subject for Club Dial,
the magazine of the Woman's Club of
White Plains, New York. It was
reprinted in 600 Minutes, H&S N e w
York Office newsletter, and H & S
Reports offers it here for the entire
Firm readership. It will be followed in
an early issue by an article on women
accountants in H&S, whose numbers
have increased dramatically in the past
three years.

I
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It's been one of those days! The baby
decided to putty the dining room walls
with his oatmeal, the phone never
stopped ringing all morning and your
kindergartener arrived at noon, replete
with holes in the knees of his new
pants, to inquire sweetly, "Mommy,
how come you're still not dressed?"
The afternoon, of course, was much
better. It rained for the fifth day in a
row and, in a house that resembles the
EA.O. Schwarz toy store, the children
didn't have a thing to play with. Last,
but not least, your one and only called
to say he'd be late and not to wait up,
half an hour after you'd put a roast in
the oven.
Now the little angels are bedded and,
feeling guilty because there are still
three loads of wash to fold and a
couple hours of ironing to do, you've
settled down to glance at the latest
women's magazine. There it is. Once
again your existence and way of life
are being assailed by an article which
tells you that you are tied down, have
no opportunity for intellectual
companionship and, worse yet,
practically accuses you of criminal
negligence because you have turned
your back on your college training and
joined the diaper, dishes and dusting
brigade. According to "them" (and
they seem to be legion) you should be
using your intellect, your college
education and your God-given talents
for something worthwhile. In other
words, you should be working.
Poppycock!
I'll grant you there are times when
every mother savors the idea of closing
the door on the whole scene and
tripping lightly off to work, where her
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every effort will be appreciated and her
inventive genius rewarded and praised.
I'll grant, too, that there are few women
who can be both homemaker and
career gal without stinting either
occupation. But I resent the implication
explicit in the new feminist movement
that to be just a homemaker, just a
wife and mother (and, heaven forbid,
enjoy it) is practically an admission
of failure.
Who decided that for my intelligence
to function and my mind to be alert I
must leave the house? If this be the
case, then the thousands of dollars
spent on my college education were
surely wasted. If college taught us
anything it should have taught us that
the most important form of intellectual
activity is not necessarily doing, but
thinking. I defy anyone to name an
occupation which gives a woman more
time for thinking than homemaking.
During one such period of
contemplation, I got to thinking about
my mother and the thousands of her
generation who kept the home fires
burning, raised their children with
pride and joy and seemed satisfied and
fulfilled to do just that. What made them
any different from so many of us who
are chafing at the bit to leave our kids
with a sitter, our homes to the cleaning
woman and our husbands to the
dubious delights of dinners that are
ready in minutes?
"They" weren't around. The working
mother was the exception and was
usually working only because of dire
financial necessity. Little girls grew
into young womanhood expecting to
love their husbands, enjoy their
children and make their home a

happy place. "They" were not yet
writing articles and books telling women
that homemaking was svnonymous with
serfdom and rearing children less
rewarding than raising pigs.
Well, I, for one, would like to tell
"them" a thing or two. Seven years
ago, while awaiting the birth of my first
son, I read Betty Friedan's now famous
critique of woman's role. I was incensed.
I couldn't wait to quit working and be
just a wife and mother. I wanted to
shout her down from the nearest
rooftop. Beason prevailed and I
thought—let's give it a try. Maybe the
grass really isn't greener.
After a number of children, a
number of ups and downs and a number
of complaints, I'm still ready to shout
from that rooftop. Being a wife, a
mother and a homemaker can and
should be the most rewarding,
stimulating and fulfilling job for which
any woman could ask. I'm not tied
down in any way. I'm free to use my
mind to discover new worlds at every
turn. I'm free to delve deeply into the
works of an author on whom we
barely touched in English Lit. I'm free
to appreciate the finest in music on my
own stereo, in my own home, while I
wax the floors, make the beds or rock
the baby. I know of few, if any, other
jobs where there is more freedom to do
what you please when you please.
Intellectual companionship? There's
more around than meets the eye. There
is no earthly reason that the
conversations about politics, religion,
foreign relations and philosophy which
kept us up until the wee small hours in
college dorms need cease once we've
left the campus. When educated

women get together, why do they often
think they have nothing to talk about
except the baby? Some of the most
interesting and exciting ideas I ' v e
come across have been over a cup of
coffee with a friend who couldn't care
less whether baby still wets his pants
or sits on the pot!
Speaking of baby, there's another
marvelous source of intellectual
stimulation. As my children have
grown they have developed interests
in many areas with which I had only
the most cursory acquaintance, I didn't
know a baby kangaroo was a joey or
that you could call a mountain lion by
at least five other names. The Bronx
Zoo has become a second home for us
and the books we've managed to
accumulate on animals are too many to
number. I can even pronounce the
names of a good majority of prehistoric
animals without stuttering now.
Watching their interest develop,
learning with and from them, have
brought rewards beyond measure. Too
often w e forget that our children are
not just sponges sopping up the
information we give them. They have a
lot to give us if we're willing to listen.
Another of "their" favorite taunts is
that w e have no opportunity for
meaningful activity. I guess that all
depends on what has meaning. I'm no
Pollyanna and I must admit some of the
more mundane and routine of
household tasks leave me cold. Is there
not, however, some busywork in even
the most glamorous of jobs? If,
eventually, those things I hate to do

most teach me no more than basic
discipline, then they too have meaning.
If I were pursuing a career (outside
the home), there would be many
meaningful activities I should have to
forego. I couldn't go walking in the
woods on a beautiful fall afternoon
to help my eldest hunt for different
kinds of leaves to take to school. I
couldn't spend a morning every week
at a day care center with my youngest,
working with disadvantaged children.
I don't think I'll ever forget the shining
light of personal discovery in one
young boy's eyes when, with much
prodding, he figured out for himself
that the white stuff on top of the
mountain in the picture book was not
ice cream, but snow. In meeting,
knowing and working with these
children, I've come to realize with
amazing clarity just how very much
college educated mothers give their
own children without even being
consciously aware of the effort.
When "they" tell me I'm not being
creative, I just laugh and shake my
head. I am not by nature a very
artistic individual. Although I adore
growing flowers, arranging them is
painstaking labor. When I make a
centerpiece, that's creation at its
hardest. Thinking of new ways to
amuse young minds and bodies who
have been housebound for three weeks
with a combination of colds and/or
inclement weather, draws on every bit
of my creative ability and then some.
Serving interesting meals to children
whose taste runs mainly to steaks

and hamburgers is an art in itself.
Or, tell me you don't have to be the
slightest bit creative to keep sixteen
five year olds hopping at a birthday
party for three hours. I've more
chances for creative activity right here
at home than I would anywhere else.
What it all boils down to is that I
think "they" are selling themselves and
us very, very short. It takes more than
moon, June and even honeymoon to
make a union of a marriage. It takes
more than simple biology to make a set
of children and parents into a family.
If a woman is willing to look past the
diapers that need folding, the closets
that need cleaning and the chores that
never seem to end, she'll find the
opportunity for self expression endless.
In using her mind to explore new
horizons while her body accomplishes
the more menial tasks she'll form habits
that last a lifetime. The use of the
intellect is a continuous process and
when the children are grown she won't
have to ask, "What do I do now?"
I haven't turned my back on my
education. I like to think I'm using it
and those talents the good Lord gave
me to make my home the center of
learning it should be. I can't conceive
of anything more worthwhile than
loving and enjoying your children,
learning and growing with them.
Perhaps, before long, women will stop
listening to "them" and, as in days past,
look within themselves to their own
wonderful resources. Then it will again
be true, "Educate a Woman and You
Educate a Family,"
•

